It was dark when we arrived at Port Ecu. The
informal-looking costumes of my first visit had given
way to steel helmets and khaki, the rifles were far
from modern, but more effident than the suiddal
weapons of the early days. Our passports and papers
were scrutinized, we passed through the frontiers, on
to the Paris Express. As the train entered the Inter-
national Tunnel, I watched the khaki-clad sentry
.outlined against the lights of the station until he
disappeared,
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